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off streets. Here a number of small houses have
been completely demolished; their neighbours
all have damaged roofs and boarded-up windows.
This, the ambulance driver tells me, is an area
of "small people"; its dainty, jerry-built villas
have been bought on the instalment plan by
bank-clerks and business managers. Here is all
the pathos of war; we contemplate the incon-
gruity of this gentle, placid existence with the
overwhelming tragedy brought by modern inter-
national quarrels upon the innocent and the
unsophisticated. These neat little homes were
never planned "to withstand the metalled might
of Nazi Germany.

As we drive back towards the main shop-
ping district, we pass two funerals. Though
the victims have evidently Been poor, their
coffins are lavishly covered with flowers. The
"negligible casualties" so often reported in
the Press are not negligible to the pale men
and women in black whose car follows the
hearse,

"They've been going on all the week,"
tersely comments my companion.

We pass a corner whence one or two of the
dead must surely have come. Here a garage has*
been reduced to four blackened walls surround-
ing heaps of glass - and unidentifiable debris.
Against the first-floor wall of a room that must
once have been a kitchen, a black cooking-stove